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Love 


Author's Notes: 
The second in a series of four ficlets that | wrote dealing with the emotional aspects of BDSM. 


Skinny has put a collar on Bone. 


None of them know exactly where he got it. It looks like a generic brand, something he picked up at a pet store. 
Certainly not from a bondage shop. The leather is too crude, dull and ugly and unembellished. They all dart 


glances at it and Bone pretends not to notice. 


There is a leash attached to the collar. It snakes down across Bone's pale shoulder and rests in Skinny's lap. He 
seems amused by the entire affair, his long fingers twitching on the loop, tugging the collar tight against 
Bone's white neck. Whip is the first one to bring it up, his lips quirking. 


"| guess we have a puppy now to go with our Kitty," he murmurs. Cat squirms in his lap and laughs. He bares 


his teeth and hisses playfully. Bone flushes and closes his eyes. 


Its all right for them to tease, they don't know any better. They don't know that Skinny bought the collar and 
leash to keep Bone near, not because he didn't trust Bone, but because he didn't trust anyone else. They don't 
understand that Bone endures the humiliation by summoning the memory of Skinny's hand on his lower back, 
pressing him into the mattress. They don't know that Skinny called him a good little dog, and that he slept at 
the foot of the bed 


He just doesn't think that they'd understand. Not with their random groupies, and the way Whip and Nightmare 
pass Cat back and forth between them. He catches Skinny's eye, then looks down at his shoes. 


Thick, ugly leather bites into the flesh of his neck and he sighs softly, knowing that he is loved 


